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Not Crazy 


Hope you enjoy. Madam Crackfic at your service. 


The blue can stares at me. | stare back. It is cold, damp with condensation. Metal, leaves a taste of tang in the 
back of my throat. It is taunting me, haunting me. Dying to taste that sweet, sweet carbonation. The syrupy 
feeling of the cola sliding down my throat and bubbling in my stomach. 


I'm not crazy. | can stop any time | want. | just don't want to. 


In my dreams, the blue can comes to visit me. | can feel the sweet siren song of the tab being popped, the 
bubbles fizzling in anticipation of me wrapping my lips on the top, drinking the sweet nectar, the ambrosia, 
God's piss. Soon | am surrounded by multiple blue cans, they keep coming and coming for me. Closing me in, l'm 
falling for their sweet taste. Just one taste, that's all | need. Cans dancing around me, singing to me, | need one 


taste. Just one, | promise. Then I'll be okay. 


| wake up shaking, so close to drinking my prize yet it was so far. These dreams have become more intense 
since | was put here. Waiting for the nurse to give me my medicine, | glance over to the bedside table. A red 


can, white script. 


"Noooo00000!" 


